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It was large enough to give the candidate a certain standing but not
sufficiently big to look ostentatious. And then, above all, it would
eclipse the Mureaux house.

"There seems to me no point in our having two houses/' said Simon,
" So the best thing would be for you to come and live with me and sell
this one."

Mother Lachaume sat up a little in her chair, gazing fixedly at her
son from eyes which lacked all lashes, one round like that of a night-
bird, the other half-closed.

"Oh, that's what you came for ..." she murmured.
There was a moment's silence.

"No/3 she went on. "I won't live in anyone else's house."
"But, Mother, I'm not anyone else!"

"I know what I'm talking about. In the first place, there'll be your
wife."

"But no, Mother. You know that I've been living apart from Yvonne
for years. We don't live together in Paris.,,I never see her."

"Well then, I wonder why you married her," said the old woman.
Simon shrugged his shoulders and thought: "Now it's going to begin
all over again.

"Besides, this belongs to me," she went on. "I won't live in a house
that's on lease."

Simon explained that he had had the lease drawn up with an option
to buy. If he were elected, he would buy the house.
"And if you're not elected?"
"Well, I shall continue to lease it until. . ."

He was going to say "until your death"; he stopped, but she had
understood.

"Why don't you let me die here?" she said. "The cemetery's next
door. You won't have to wait long for me to go there. Besides, I
don't like Jeumont... No, my boy, no," she went on, "you don't
move an old woman of my age. Besides, there are stairs in The
Cardinal's House. I can't manage them because of my varicose veins.
Here, take a look!"

She raised her skirt and petticoat, displaying enormous legs with
such lumps on them that it looked as though she had slipped a dozen
eggs between the flesh and the black cotton stockings.

"They even suppurate some days," she declared with a sort of pride.

"No, my boy, no, old people are not meant to live with young ones.

You'll have to entertain a lot of people and I shall do you no honour."

"You'll embarrass me a great deal more by staying here," thought

Simon.

He had a few weeks only in which to elaborate his new personality,
to play "the son of the people," the child of a labouring family who
had risen by his own merit and did honour to the department.
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